*Tke mojl lamentable T ragedie 

Iris fuppofedthe fairc Creature died, 

Andhcreis come to do fomevillanousfhame . 

To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him, 

Stop thy vnhallowcd toy ie, vile Momtaguei 
Can vengeance be purfued further then death? 
Condemned villamc, I do apprehend thee. 

Obey and go with me, for thou mu ft die. 

Rom, I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperateman, 

Flie hence and leaueme, thinke vpon thefegonc. 

Let them affright thee, 1 befeech thee Youth, 

Put not an other fin vpon my head,, 

By vrgingmetofurie, O be gone. 

By heauen 1 loue thee better then my fclfe. 

Fori come hither at mdeagaintl my felfe: 

Stay not, be gone.liue, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bid thee run away.. 

Par. 1 do defie thy commifseration, 

And apprehend thefifor a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouokeme# then haueat thee boy* 
O Lord they fight y I veilt go call the Watch. 

Pari O I am flame, if thou be mercifull. 

Open the Toinbe, lay me with Juliet. 

Rom. In faith 1 wil'l.letme perufethis face, 
tJMtrcutius kinfman. Noble CountieP^n, 

What (aid my man, when my betofled foulc 
Did no t attend him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me Pwwfhould baue married Juliet, 

Said he nor fof. or didl dreame it fo# 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of ultet. 

To thinke it was io? 6 giue me thy hand. 

One, writ with me in fowrc misfortunes booke. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue. , 

A Graue 5 O n.o,ALanthornejflaughtred Youth. 
For here lies Juliet, and her beautiemakes 
This Vault a feaftin g prefencefull of light. 
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Death lie thou there by a dead man interd. 

How oft when meBarcat the point of death, 

Haue they beene merrie? whu h their Keepers call 
A lightning before death? Oh how may I 
Calfthis a lightning? O my Loue, mv wife. 

Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath. 

Hath had no power yet vpon thy beautie: 

Thou artnotconquerd, beauties enfigne yet 
Is crytnfon in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 

And deaths pale flag is not aduanced there, 

Tybalt lyeft thou there in thy bloudy fheet? 

Owhat morefauourcanI do to thee. 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine. 

To Dander his that was thine enemie? 

Forgiue me Couzen. Ah deare Juliet y 
Why art thou y et fo faire# I will beleeue. 

Shall I beleeue.that vnfubftantiall death is amorous? 
And that the lcane abhorred monfter kcepes 
Thee here in darke to be his paramour# 

F or feare ®f that, I ftill will ftay with thee, 
Andneuerfrom thispallaceof dym night 
Depart againe, come lie thou in my arme, 

Heer’s to thy health, where ere thou tumbleftin, 

© true Appothecaric ! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thuswithakifle I die. 
Departagainejhere,here will Iremaine, 

VVith wormesthat are thy ChambcrmaidesiO here 
Will I let vp my euerlafting refit 
And fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres 
From this world-wearied flffh,ey eslookeyourlaft: ; 
Armes take your laft embrace : And lips, O you 
The doores of breath, feaie with a righteous kiiTe 
A datelefle bargaine to ingrofsing death : 

Come bitter conduft , come vnlauory guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on " 

The dafhing Rocks, thy fea-fickc weary barkc: 
Heer’s to my Loue. O true Appothecary^ 
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